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Sunday, 17 December

Before lie began his sermon this morning Mr. Venables read from
the pulpit the latest telegram from Sandringham which is very com-
fortable. 'The Prince has passed a tranquil day and the symptoms
continue to be favourable.' Dated last evening. What a blessed
happy contrast to the suspense and fear of last Sunday. How thank-
ful we all are. I love that man now, and always will love him. I
will never say a word against him again. God bless him. God bless
him and keep him, the Child of England. In the afternoon I alluded
to the Prince's illness in an old Advent sermon on John the Baptist
from Matthew xi, 10 and nearly broke down.

Monday, 18 December
Came from Clyro to Langley.

Wednesday, 20 December
Miserable all day with an attack of cholera and diarrhoea.

Wednesday, 27 December

At noon went to call upon old John Bryant. A grandson and a
great grandson were spending Christmas with him, young men
employed in the Derbyshire iron works. They told me of a new
invention, iron paper, as thin as the thinnest tissue paper. The sheets
of iron are rolled so thin that 3000 sheets together are only an inch
thick. The patriarch lay in his bed looking merry and hearty, and
ever ready with a joke. He said it was the ninety-first Christmas he
had seen in this world, and he had never seen such a mild and green
Christmas, but he never felt better in his life.

After dinner I went with Dora to call at the John Knights' at the
farm on the common. At the cross roads we met Mrs. Ashe with
Thersie and Syddy going round to the cottages giving the invita-
tions to the New Year's supper at Langley House. Syddy is magnifi-
cent entirely, splendidly handsome. I never thought her so beautiful
before. Her violet eyes, her scarlet lips, the luxuriance of her rich
chestnut curling hair, indescribable. She is said by my mother to be
very like her great-grandmother, especially in her chestnut curling
hair.

Saturday, 30 December

To-night Fanny, Dora and I dined at Langley House. Mr. Ashe
was particularly agreeable. He gave me a bottle of superb 1847
port which we finished together.